Chapter VII
MEMORIES
" In every respect I am simply what College at Eton made me. What am I
fighting for ? ... for about a hundred friends and a few acres of elms and turf by
a river, for red-brick buildings and a grey chapel and, above all, for the most
tremendous tradition I shall ever know."1
OLD traditions have many shrines, in walls and trees and
playing fields and in the hearts of friends. Moreover,
where they live they are dynamic, working into energy
the courage to fight and the will to endure. Since this
is so, three pictures will be given here, memories of
days gone by, for they will show more clearly than any
analysis the nature of school life in a convent of the
Sacred Heart.
i. Lf Hotel Biron, Rjte de Vannne, Paris, formerly the resi-
dence of le Marechal Louis-Antoine de Gontaut-Biron,
becamein i SaothepropertyoftheSociety ofthe Sacred Heart.*
The house, standing in the midst of a garden planted with
stately trees, made a dignified setting for a school which was
to educate throughout the nineteenth century girls from the
foremost families of France.8 A study in contrasts might
be made of these demure convent maidens flitting in and
out of their gilded classrooms, distinguished in manners
but simple and hardy in mode of living, sitting down con-
tentedly to the bare tables of their refectory, with that scorn
of the merely comfortable which is part of their facial
1 Letter from the Front, written on November 3Oth, 1915, by an old Etonian
and quoted by Eric Parker in Co/Jege 0t Eton.
*  Louis XVmgave a generous donation towards this property at the request of
a novice, Madame de Marbeuf, widow of the former Governor of Corsica and
fitodofNapokoa
*  The journal of the bouse in Paris, kept since 1820, giro* die history of the
jchool with the exception of a few years in the middle of the century, whose
record was lost.